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step into her shoes was, in some sort, influenced by her wish to
discover this evidence. She knew that it would be easier to find
once she was free to come and go as she chose through all die
rooms of the house, and to rummage in desks and drawers unseen
by others.

This she did with a pleasure that one finds it difficult to credit A
very few weeks after her marriage she laid hands on a document
which so far exceeded her wildest hopes that she thought it better,
for the time being, to say nothing about it. This reluctance to make
use of so tremendous a weapon shows that Brigitte was capable of
pity. So long as any hope remained of effecting her husband's cure
without opening his eyes, she resisted the temptation of telling what
she knew.

Once the Vignottes had gone, it did seem as though, perhaps, he
might be cured. Defeated on that issue, Brigitte got full satisfaction
on every other. She could not but applaud a decision which my
fetter took a few days later. From the beginning of the following
term, Michele was to go as a boarder to the Ladies of the Sacred
Heart, whose school she had hitherto been attending as a day-girl
(Octave Pian did not look on this as a punishment, but only as the
best way of ensuring that his young daughter would be removed
from the influence of her formidable stepmother.)

Madame Brigitte ought now to have declared herself satisfied.
But she was far from feeling so* In defending his daughter, her
father had, in reality, been defending his dead wife. His sudden
return to the world of action had put the coping-stone, not on
Brigitte's victory, but on MartheV, had proved that he was still
possessed, mind and soul, by the image of the dead woman. That
I have very little doubt, was the truth which my stepmother,
glimpsed in the dark recesses of her conscience, and it urged her to
spring the mine which had been, lying so long concealed, which,
for so many months, she had refrained from detonating.

My sister and I were still, however, very closely watched. Un-
fortunately for us, the local postmistress was completely under
Madame Brigitte's thumb, and must have received very precise